


Hello dear reader, and hello 
2021!

We’re not going to lie, we have been 
waiting for the new year to arrive for a 
VERY LONG TIME! 
At last it’s summer and with restrictions 
easing for now it’s time to take a break 
and enjoy some more wonderful reads. 

We know a lot of you found 
books a great comfort 
during 2020
so we’re delighted to put together this 
magazine to share with you some of our 
favourite books that are coming this 
year and for you to meet the wonderful 
authors behind them. 
We have an exclusive extract from 
bestselling author Pip Drysdale’s new 
thriller The Paris Affair and an interview 
with Lisa Genova discussing her new 
book, Remember, which is about memory.

You’ll also find extracts for one of our 
favourite Australian debuts of this year 
‘Grace Under Pressure’ and a delightfully 

subversive short story from Chloe 
Wilson.  

And because it’s all about 
summer vibes and enjoying 
long lazy days, you’ll also find 
recipes for coconut popsicles, Adam 
Liaw’s quick barbecued pork belly with 
spiced vinegar and Tori Haschka’s easy 
peasy recipe for her family-friendly pizza. 

So dear reader, it’s time for you to sit 
back and start the year in the best 
way we know how … reading. 
Enjoy! 
xoxox



Start Reading Now

The Paris Affair
Pip Drysdale

I’m on Rue Bonaparte, eight steps away from the 
gallery, Le Voltage. It has a black wooden façade, 
and stuck on the inside glass is a red and cream 
poster. It’s styled in seventies font and reads, ‘Noah 
X Exhibition, jeudi, le 14 octobre.’
X.
Wow.
Could he get any more pretentious?

*
I reach for the handle and push. It opens with a 
creak. Hooray! I move inside, shutting it quietly 
behind me. The air smells like damp, dust and 
furniture polish and I stand still for a moment, 
listening for movement. But there’s nothing. It’s just 
me, and the canvases all covered by cloth.
Still, the door was unlocked, a light is on and there 
are two alarm sensors flickering red from the corners 
of the room, yet no alarm has been set: someone 
must be coming back. I don’t have a lot of time. I 
tiptoe over to the canvas in front of me, reach for the 
edge of the white covering and gently pull it off.
Plain black frame. A sheet of glass. And beyond it: a 
canvas. The edges are old, distressed Marvel comics 
stained in deep shades of burgundy and purple. 
Interesting. They’ve been torn away to reveal a 
woman, sitting on a shimmery golden background – 
think thirteenth and fourteenth century Italy. 

She’s naked – aside from a red kabbalah string tied 
around her wrist and a small gold nose ring. She’s 
hugging her knees, ankles crossed as she stares 
straight out at the viewer. She has porcelain skin, 
light blue eyes, fire-engine red hair and a grey-metal 
gun lying on the floor beside her.
I reach for my phone, snap a picture and quickly 
glance down at it. 
Shit. All I got was my own reflection and the flare of 
a couple of streetlights in the glass.
I snap a few more from other angles and the last 
one is strong.
No reflections.
I start to drape the cloth back over it but then—
‘What the hell are you doing?’ comes a male voice. 
American.
Shit.
I turn my head quickly. He’s tall, young – maybe 
thirty-two? – has floppy brown hair and tanned 
skin and, wow, he has the bluest eyes I’ve ever seen. 
Skies-over-the-Alps blue. His chest is broad, like he 
works out, and he’s wearing a pair of black jeans 
with a white T-shirt and a navy blazer. He’s the kind 
of guy I’d usually flirt with, but he’s carrying a big set 
of jangly keys and he looks way too pissed off for 
flirting right now.
He must run the gallery. Shit.
‘Sorry,’ I say, as he strides towards me and I 
awkwardly pull the remainder of the white fabric 
over the canvas. I swallow hard, trying to figure out 
how to get out of this. I have to come back here 
tomorrow night to review the exhibition. I can’t get 
myself banned . . .
‘Didn’t you see the sign on the door?’ he snaps, 
nodding towards it. He’s half a step away from me 
now; I can smell his cologne. His eyebrows – thick, 
well formed – are raised. ‘We’re closed. You can’t 
just come in here.’
His eyes trace my body: neck, clavicles, breasts. 
They linger on my hips then snap back to my face. 
Our eyes meet: zap.
My throat closes up. But I need to say something. I 
can’t just stand here. Staring.



Luckily, I fuck up a lot in life so I’m well practised at 
getting myself out of fixes like this. I reach for my 
failsafe: damsel in distress.
‘Oh shit, is that what the sign says? I don’t speak 
French,’ I say, all doe-eyed darling. ‘It’s just I saw 
you were having an exhibition for Noah X tomorrow 
night,’ I nod to the poster in the window, ‘and he’s my 
favourite French artist . . .’
Something flickers behind his eyes; does he believe 
me?
‘And I just wanted to see . . . I’m sooo sorry.’ It all 
comes out in one, long, rambling breath. And that’s 
just perfect. Because I sound flustered. I look flustered. 
And here’s a life lesson for you: no man can resist 
flustered.
I look up at him, blink twice, and wait for him to soften. 
Wait for his eyes to do that thing they do when a man 
is mentally undressing you.
But his blue eyes narrow. Uh-oh, this is not good.
‘You know I could call the police, right? This is 
trespassing.’ Wait, what?
My throat grows tighter. ‘But the door was unlocked.’
‘Riiigghht,’ he says. ‘What did you say your name 
was?’
I do not want to tell him my name. What if he looks me 
up, figures out where I work and this somehow gets 
back to Hyacinth?
‘Grace,’ I lie. I reach out my hand to shake his.
‘Well, Grace,’ he continues, ignoring my  outstretched  
hand, ‘tell me, what precisely did you think those 
covers were for then? Keeping the dust off?’ And then 
he stands there, arms crossed, just looking at me and 
waiting for a reply.
My ears ring.
‘Look, I’m really sorry, you clearly want me to leave,’ I 
say in my firmest, most grown-up voice. I head for the 
door, reach for the handle and pull it towards me. A 
gush of cool air hits my cheeks and I step outside into 
freedom then—
‘Wait,’ Mr Blue Eyes says.
And there’s something in his voice that makes me stop 
mid-step and look back. A hook.

* 
‘Did you like it?’ he asks. It’s conciliatory. Like he’s 
hoping I’ll forget he just yelled at me. ‘The painting.’
And there’s a part of me that wants to say ‘no’ and 
just leave him there to stew, but I do still need to come 
back tomorrow to see the rest of the work. It would be 
so much better if we could make amends. Be friends. 
Even if he does think my name is Grace now . . .
I let out a deep breath and let the door close as I 
step back inside. ‘Yes,’ I say, ‘but I love anything 
pop art. And I mean, she’s naked with a gun; it’s 
total vulnerability and absolute strength all in one. 
The Marvel comics are great too; it’s a very modern 
representation of femininity. And I love that she’s 
staring out at the viewer as though begging for their 
gaze. Begging for connection,’ I say, eyes to him now. 
Small smile. ‘Or is she challenging them?’
He grins, his forehead creases. Jesus, his eyes are 
practically neon up close. Something in my stomach 
flips. I break our gaze, glancing round the room.
‘Do you think I’d be able to take a look at the others?’ 
I ask, nodding at the other canvases all still shrouded 
in white. That would be perfect. Then I wouldn’t 
even have to come back tomorrow. I could write my 
article in peace from my bed, wearing knickers and 
a T-shirt, with a bottle of red and Netflix going in the 
background . . .
‘Hell no,’ he says, moving over to the large wooden 
desk at the back of the room where he picks up a 
flyer. ‘But . . .’ he says, as he moves over to me. He’s 
standing just a millimetre too close for a stranger and 
I can smell his cologne again. It smells familiar but I 
can’t quite place it . . . like earth . . . no, leather. No: 
wet cement after the rain. ‘You should come to the 
exhibition.’ 

The Paris Affair will be published February 2021
For more information: www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/The-Paris-

Affair/Pip-Drysdale/9781760854324

https://www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/The-Paris-Affair/Pip-Drysdale/9781760854324
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Polly Phillips on the 
Complicated Nature 
of Friendship

From the classmate who tells your daughter she’s 
not invited to their birthday party to the old friend 
who pauses a second too long when you ask her if 
you look OK, toxic friendships start early and can 
dog us through our entire lives. And because of the 
undercurrent of secrecy around them, they often go 
undetected for too long. 

When a draft version of my novel about a toxic 
friendship won first place in the Montegrappa 
Writing Prize at the Emirates Literature Festival, I 
was amazed by the queue of women who waited 
to talk to me afterwards. They were a plethora of 
different ages and nationalities. The one thing 
they had in common was an experience with toxic 
friendships. Your book actually happened to me, 
they kept saying. You’ve only heard the first few 
chapters, I replied. I haven’t even finished it. But they 
were insistent. They didn’t need to read the ending 
to know what a friendship with all the goodness 
sucked out of it felt like. I knew what they meant. 
Because it had happened to me. 

At their very best, female friendships are like a 
romance. You have your own jokes and songs; 
you’ve created a world of shared experience like a 
coded language only the two of you understand. But 
that intensity of connection is part of the problem. 
The more you care about someone, the more they 
can hurt you. 

Sometimes the bump in the road is caused by 
something external; a guy you’re both interested 
in, a promotion you both want. Or it’s a 
misunderstanding; a comment taken the wrong 
way. All it needs is the tiniest crack and the toxicity 
starts to seep in. 

Because women have been brought up being told 
how important it is to be ‘nice’ in a way that their 
male counterparts haven’t, often we’re too scared 
to confront an issue head-on. While a guy might be 
able to sort out any ill-feeling with a well-timed joke 
or a punch on the nose, with women there’s nowhere 
for the negativity to go. So it festers. Like an open 
wound. 



I’m not trying to knock all female friendships. I’ve 
got ‘four o’clock in the morning’ friends that I know 
I can call anytime and vice versa. I’d move heaven 
and earth for these women. As they would for me. 
But I haven’t had that unconditional support in 
every friendship. Just as impactful as the friends 
who’ve wanted to lift me up is the one that wanted 
to pull me down. 

It started small. Borrowing things of mine and 
somehow losing or damaging them, buying the 
same outfit as me. As we got older it graduated 
to kissing the boy I liked, ringing my boyfriend up 
behind my back and spreading rumours about me. 
I ignored it at first, told myself I was being stupid 
and paranoid. As time went by, I began to realise 
I wasn’t. There was no grand blow-up, no epic 
separation. We had a stupid argument and for 
once, I didn’t go crawling back. This time it was on 
her to apologise. She didn’t. 

They say you should keep your friends close; keep 
your enemies closer. But with childhood friends, it’s 
far more complicated than that. They part-own 
your memory bank; they know where all the bodies 
are buried. It’s been 11 years since I last saw her and, 
while I miss her sometimes, during some songs, 
mostly it feels like a weight’s been lifted. If your 
friend and your enemy are one and the same, it’s 
better for both of you if you don’t keep them close at 
all.  

My Best Friend’s Murder is available now. 
For more information:

www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/My-Best-Friends-Murder/Polly-
Phillips/9781398501300
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1. Gardening book: Ellie, the main character 
in The World at My Feet, is a passionate gardener 
after she was inspired by a book just like this – The 
Gardens of Gertrude Jeckyll. Despite spending long 
days outdoors, Ellie hasn’t set foot beyond her gate 
for more than two years. The book explores many 
themes – friendship, isolation, love and the healing 
power of gardening. But most of all it’s about a 
journey of self-discovery and our ability to confront 
our fears.

2. Bowl: One of my three sons painted this 
for me on holiday when he was little. He’s almost a 
teenager now but I still treasure it.

3. Romantic Novelists’ Association award: 
Winning this for You Me Everything was just one 
of the amazing things that happened after its 
publication. It’s now translated into 24 languages 
and a movie is in development by Lionsgate, with a 
script by Oscar-nominated Robert Nelson Jacobs. 

4. Coffee: Such a stereotype for a writer, but I 
drink tonnes of it. Could be worse I suppose!

5. Old newspaper article: The World at my 
Feet is partly set in 1990, when journalist Harriet is 
sent to Romania to cover breaking news about the 
discovery of state orphanages. I remember those 
headlines myself when I was a teenager and was 
interested in the question of what had happened to 
the children since. 

6. Notebook: This was a lovely gift that’s also 
incredibly practical. Plot ideas come to you at any 
time of day or night and mine all go in here.

 

7. Headphones: I either listen to music or a 
focus app while writing. ‘Feeling Good’ by Nina 
Simone has a starring role in a key scene of the 
novel – when I wrote it, with those soaring vocals 
playing in my ears, it was absolutely spine-tingling.

8. Colour-coded cards: Authors fall into two 
camps: plotters or pantsers. The latter are able to 
sit in front of a computer, wait for inspiration to 
strike and just start writing (as in, fly by the seat of 
their pants). I have never been able to do that. I plot 
out every chapter of a book before I even write the 
words ‘Chapter one’. Of course, the entire structure 
changes dramatically in further drafts, but this way 
at least gets me started.

The World at My Feet will be published in January 2021
For more information: www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/The-World-

at-My-Feet/Catherine-Isaac/9781471178092

My Writing Desk 
Catherine Isaac

https://www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/The-World-at-My-Feet/Catherine-Isaac/9781471178092 
https://www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/The-World-at-My-Feet/Catherine-Isaac/9781471178092 


Hot California summer nights need something 
refreshing to finish off the day. Creamy, sweet, 
tart and floral, these pops will do the trick.

Makes 10 
Prep 5 mins + 4½ hours to freeze 

PALM SPRINGS DATE POPS
400 ml tinned unsweetened coconut milk
200 g Medjool dates, pitted
50 g coconut flakes
2 tablespoons honey
½ teaspoon ground cardamom
Pinch of sea salt flakes

Place all the ingredients in a food processor or blender 
and purée until smooth. Transfer to popsicle moulds 
and freeze for 30 minutes before placing in sticks. 
Return to the freezer to fully set for about 4 hours before 
unmoulding.

STRAWBERRY & VANILLA POPS
170 g strawberries, sliced
55 g (¼ cup) granulated sugar
1 vanilla bean, split lengthways and seeds scraped out 
or 1 teaspoon vanilla bean paste
400 ml tinned sweetened coconut milk
225 g natural yoghurt

Toss the strawberries, sugar and vanilla together in a 
bowl. Leave for 20 minutes. 
Add the milk and yoghurt to a large measuring cup 
and whisk to combine. Purée the strawberries in a 
food processor or blender until smooth. Divide among 
popsicle moulds. Top with the yoghurt mix and swirl. 
Freeze for 30 minutes before placing in sticks. Return to 
the freezer for 4 hours until fully set before unmoulding.

Extracted from Eat California by Vivian Lui, published by 
Smith Street Books.

Photography © Con Poulos, Food stylist © Vivian Lui 
For more information: www.smithstreetbooks.com/books/eat-

california/ 

Time to Make 
Coconut Popsicles

https://www.smithstreetbooks.com/books/eat-california/  
https://www.smithstreetbooks.com/books/eat-california/  


This is an extract from the short story titled ‘Hold Your 
Fire’

While waiting for his faecal transplant, my husband 
wasn’t as fun as he used to be. This was largely 
due to the changes in his diet. He had to be strict. 
He was down to eating chicken breasts poached 
in unseasoned water, and a small variety of baby 
vegetables. Baby carrots, baby corn, baby beets. 
‘Why only baby vegetables? How is baby corn 
different from corn?’ I was being peevish. I couldn’t 
help myself. 
‘It’s what the doctor said. I can’t take any chances.’ I 
stared while he cut the piece of baby corn into three, 
chewing each piece the recommended twenty-five 
times. I  actually counted the movements of his jaw. 
Twenty-five, right on the money, every time. 
I knew that I should take his condition more 
seriously. The last time Connor had thrown caution 
to the wind – it was his birthday, he ate a chicken 
parmigiana and a tiramisu and nearly wept with the 
joy of it – he’d had to run home from the train station 
the next morning because, without warning and in 
considerable volume, he’d shat his pants.
He’d grown wan like a wilting lily on this new diet. It 
wasn’t just the pallor and the weight loss, which left 
him looking bent, like his head was too heavy for 
his body. It was that he’d lost shape and definition, 
muscle mass. I felt I might accidentally skim a bit of 
him off, the way you can chip part of a mushroom 
away without really meaning to. 

To make matters worse, he had become 
obsessed not only with his condition, but with its 
accoutrements. The most prized among these 
was a footstool he used to make evacuation more 
comfortable. It had been recommended to him in 
a faecal forum. Rather than a simple plastic stool 
that could be purchased anywhere, he invested 
in an ergonomic timber one; comfortable, warm, 
but still easy to clean. The forum had a preferred 
artisan who took Connor’s foot size and height into 
consideration. Connor loved that stool. Whenever 
we went away for the weekend it came with us in the 
car. 
‘Anyway. Tell me about your day,’ I said, spinning my 
glass of wine. I’d given up joining him in his misery, 
and was halfway through a bloody steak. 
Connor addressed our son, Samuel. ‘We went to the 
park,’ he said. ‘Didn’t we?’ 
Samuel nodded enthusiastically. ‘Daddy saved a 
seagull.’ 
‘He did?’ I knew I sounded sarcastic, but Samuel 
didn’t seem to notice.
‘It was hurt,’ he said. 

Start Reading Now
Hold Your Fire
Chloe Wilson



‘I just called the council.’ Connor cut his chicken 
breast along the grain. ‘Poor thing couldn’t fly. It 
was the least I could do.’
I could tell he wanted to be congratulated for his 
humane behaviour, for the good example he was 
setting. 
‘They’ll just euthanise it, you know,’ I said. ‘Kinder to 
let the other birds kill it.’
They would, too. I’d seen the way those gulls went 
at each other. 
Samuel looked at me, appalled. He got up from the 
table and ran to his father. Connor bent his head 
to Samuel and I wished, once again, that Connor 
wasn’t going bald. He looked like a villainous, wispy 
invalid, the more so because his paleness made the 
rims around his eyes seem a bright watery red, like 
tomato skins. 
Connor put his arm around Samuel and hushed 
him. 
‘You said seagull would get better,’ Samuel said. 
Then he commenced whimpering. 
This annoyed me. Samuel was a smart child – smart 
enough to understand the word ‘euthanise’ – and 
he knew where to put a definite article. He reverted 
to baby talk to soften up my husband. This was 
unnecessary. If Connor were any softer you’d be 
able to eat him with a spoon. 
‘Mummy doesn’t mean it,’ Connor said, looking over 
him to meet my eye. ‘Mummy’s had a hard day at 
work. She’s very tired.’ 
Mummy was two glasses of wine down and hadn’t 
had satisfactory penetrative sex in more than a 
year. 
‘Daddy’s right,’ I said. I drained my glass. ‘Mummy’s 
very tired.’

Hold Your Fire will be published in March 2021
For more  information: www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/Hold-Your-

Fire/Chloe-Wilson/9781760857721

https://www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/Hold-Your-Fire/Chloe-Wilson/9781760857721 
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Every summer, Esther and Joseph Adler rent their 
house out to vacationers and move into the small 
apartment above their bakery. This is the apartment 
where they raised their two daughters, Fannie and 
Florence. Now Florence has returned from college, 
determined to spend the summer training to swim the 
English Channel, and Fannie, pregnant again after 
recently losing a baby, is on bedrest for the duration 
of her pregnancy. After Joseph insists they take in a 
mysterious young woman whom he recently helped 
emigrate from Nazi Germany, the apartment is 
bursting at the seams.

When tragedy strikes, Esther makes the shocking 
decision to hide the truth—at least until Fannie’s 
baby is born—and pulls the family into an elaborate 
web of secret-keeping and lies, bringing long-buried 
tensions to the surface that reveal how quickly the 
act of protecting those we love can turn into betrayal 
after tragedy.

Introducing the World to Florence Adler
A Conversation with Rachel Beanland

Q: Your character Florence Adler is based on 
the story of your great-great-aunt, Florence 
Lowenthal, who drowned in a tragic accident. 
What was it like to grow up with this as a central 
story in your family? 

A: I don’t remember a time when I didn’t know 
about Florence Lowenthal’s drowning. It was a 
story that was told frequently in my family, usually 
by my mother. While she would give the details 
of Florence’s death, her real focus was always 
on Florence’s mother, whom I renamed Esther in 
the book, and how tough she must have been to 
visit one daughter, Fannie, confined to bedrest in 
hospital with a high-risk pregnancy, day after day, 
and never let on that her other daughter, Florence, 
had died. 

Whenever my mother retold the story, the moral 
was obvious. If you loved someone – your spouse, 
your parents, your children – it was your prerogative 
and even your responsibility to shield them from 
information that might cause them pain. My siblings 
and I took the message to heart. Over the course of 
our lives, we’ve hidden health scares, mental health 
diagnoses, and even deaths, from the people we 
love most. 



As a child, I can remember pushing back on this 
assumption that Florence’s mother was right to keep 
her death a secret. I thought about my own brother 
and sisters and how I’d feel if anything happened 
to one of them. It felt important to me to be able to 
grieve such a significant loss in real time, to make my 
own decisions about how I chose to mark a loss and 
mourn a death.

Whenever I’d voice those feelings, my mother – and 
sometimes my grandmother – would come down 
firmly on the other side of my argument. I think the 
fact that we couldn’t come to consensus was what 
told me I had the makings of a compelling novel on 
my hands.

Q: In Florence Adler Swims Forever, the characters 
wrestle with grief and suffering (and these feelings 
are complicated by the fact that they must grieve 
in a very private, secretive way). Each character 
responds to Florence’s death differently – was it 
difficult for you to imagine how each character felt? 

A: My father died of pancreatic cancer when he 
was fifty-eight. I reference the loss in this book’s 
acknowledgements but I think it’s worth mentioning 
again here. Had I not had that early experience with 
losing someone I dearly loved, I don’t know that I 
could have written this book, or at least done justice 
to the grief associated with Florence’s loss. What 
I learned, as I navigated my relationship with my 
mother and siblings and even my relationship with 
my husband and son, after my father’s death, is that 
we all grieve differently and in our own way. I think 
rituals are hugely important, and when we don’t find 
them in our faith, we look for them in other places. 
One of the things rituals do is teach us how to let go. 

Before I lost my father, I never knew what to say to 
someone who was grieving. Afterwards, I realised I 
wanted to hear people say his name aloud, to listen 
to them recall their favourite stories about him, to 
know they too were invested in keeping his memory 
alive. Writing this novel, I ached for the Adlers 
because I knew that in keeping Florence’s death a 
secret, they were robbing themselves of a vital aspect 
of mourning. When we share our grief, we validate 
the fact that the person we have loved and lost made 
a lasting impression on our lives.

Q: What do you hope continues to resonate with 
readers long after they’ve placed Florence Adler 
Swims Forever back on the shelf?

With Florence’s story, there was this underlying 
assumption, within the family, that my great-
grandmother wasn’t strong enough to bear the 
simultaneous burdens of a dangerous pregnancy 
and her sister’s death. That to protect her, essentially 
from herself, the family had no choice but to keep this 
terrible secret. 

I still wonder whether, if I had been Esther, I would 
have told Fannie that Florence had died. I thought 
that by the time I finished this novel I’d have answered 
that question – if nothing else. But I still don’t know 
what I’d do, in her shoes. What I do know is that 
women are frequently underestimated, and my 
experiences as a daughter, sister, wife, and mother 
contradict the narrative that we can’t hold great 
sorrow and great joy in our hands at the same time. 
In fact, it’s often the only thing we can do.

Florence Adler Swims Forever will be published in 
February 2021

For more information: www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/Florence-Adler-Swims-

Forever/Rachel-Beanland/9781398501355
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https://www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/Florence-Adler-Swims-Forever/Rachel-Beanland/9781398501355


I’ve met people who lost their mums when they were 
children. You wouldn’t usually know it just from 
talking to them, unless you asked, or they volunteered 
the information. But their grief is an indelible part of 
who they are, it’s like a tattoo they wear on the inside. 
In Space Hopper, Faye – the main protagonist – is 
happy with her life, but having lost her mum when 
she was only eight years old, she carries her grief with 
her; a longing to see her much-missed mother, which 
can never be satisfied. Or can it?

It would be natural to assume that Space Hopper was 
written as a way to explore what it’s like to go back in 
time and speak to those we have loved and lost; but 
that’s not why I wrote it in the first place, that was a 
side-effect of writing a story that includes an element 
of time-travel. My initial inspiration came about 
when a friend told me that as her children reached 
the age she had been when she lost her mum, and 
then beyond, and as she surpassed the age her 
mum had been when she died, she felt that she was 
moving into unknown territory. Her role model from 
age eight and above was gone. And to me, it seemed 
that she was lost, as though she were reading a book 
and the pages ahead were blank.

That was the thing that moved me to write the book: 
what would it be like, I wondered, to meet the mother 
you lost, now that you’re older than she ever got the 
chance to be? I think there’s a poignancy in that for 
anyone who has lost a parent, even if it wasn’t when 
they were a child themselves.

Who Would You Visit If You 
Could Step Back In Time? 
Helen Fisher

Space Hopper includes time-travel. But it’s not 
science fiction or fantasy. I have tried to present a 
situation that enables exploration of what it would 
really be like to meet a loved one who has died, and 
time-travel is the method I used to enable that. But 
it’s not other-worldly. I hope that readers feel that 
Space Hopper is populated by real people, grounded 
in a real world, with a dose of nostalgia thrown in.

Similarly, although the novel inevitably examines loss 
and grief, I hope that readers feel the tone is uplifting. 
Ultimately, I hope that readers find Space Hopper 
a satisfying, thought-provoking and heartwarming 
read; one which leaves them with a sense of 
optimism.

Space Hopper will be published in February 2021
For more information: www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/Space-

Hopper/Helen-Fisher/9781471188671

https://www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/Space-Hopper/Helen-Fisher/9781471188671 
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Go Vegan For a Day 
with This Meal Plan 
From 28 Days Vegan
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There are plenty of fresh vegetables to fill you up today. You can swap different 
fruit or flavours in the chia recipe for another day. 

BREAKFAST LUNCH DINNER

½ tablespoon coconut oil
120g (4½oz) extra firm tofu,  

pressed and diced
200g (7oz) mixed chopped vegetables
20g (¾oz) beansprouts
1 spring onion (scallion), sliced, coriander 

(cilantro) and ½ tablespoon toasted 
sesame seeds, to serve

Sauce:
1 tablespoon grated ginger
2 teaspoons toasted sesame oil
2 tablespoons soy sauce
1 tablespoon rice vinegar
½ tablespoon agave syrup
¼ teaspoon chilli flakes (optional)
½ tablespoon cornflour (cornstarch)

01 Whisk sauce ingredients with 1 tablespoon 
water. Heat a frying pan, add oil and swirl  
to coat pan. Add tofu and cook until browned.  
Set aside. Add vegetables and stir-fry for  
2 minutes. Add 2 tablespoons of sauce and 
fry for 2 minutes. Toss in remaining sauce and fry 
until thickened slightly. Add beansprouts and tofu 
and toss. Sprinkle with serving suggestions.

Nutrition per serving: 
539 cals / 34.78g fat / 38.9g carbs /  
26.83g protein

SERVES: 1 
PREP / COOK TIME
10 minutes / 10 minutes 

Sesame tofu stir-fry

MAKES: 8 
PREP / COOK TIME
15 minutes / 0 minutes

Rainbow rice paper 
rolls with satay sauce 

100g (3½oz) red cabbage, shredded
1 carrot, julienned
50g (1¾oz) beansprouts 
20g (¾oz) coriander (cilantro) leaves
8 rice paper rounds

Satay dipping sauce:
60g (2oz) crunchy peanut butter 
1 teaspoon light soy sauce
1 tablespoon sweet chilli sauce 
½ garlic clove, crushed 
1 tablespoon finely diced red onion 
1 teaspoon curry powder 
1 tablespoon finely diced lemongrass stalk 
80ml (¹⁄₃ cup) coconut milk

01 Mix all sauce ingredients together and set 
aside. Combine vegetables, beansprouts and 
coriander in a bowl. Soften a rice paper round in 
a bowl of warm water, then place on clean towel. 
Top with 2 tablespoons of vegetables. Roll up. 
Serve with sauce. Store leftovers in fridge.

Nutrition per serving: 
440 cals / 16.44g fat / 66.52g carbs / 
10.24g protein

SERVES: 1 
PREP / SET TIME
10 minutes / 2 hours

50ml (1¾fl oz) coconut milk or any nut milk
1 vanilla bean, split and seeds scraped out
½ tablespoon maple syrup (optional)
1 tablespoon chia seeds
10g (¼oz) fresh blueberries

01 Whisk coconut milk, 1 tablespoon water, 
vanilla, maple syrup (if using) and chia seeds 
together in a bowl. Leave for 5 minutes, then 
whisk again to make sure chia seeds are evenly 
dispersed. Add half the berries and mix through  
to combine. Transfer to a small serving bowl  
or jar. Cover and chill for 2 hours, or until set.  
Top with remaining berries. Store in fridge for  
up to 4 days.

Nutrition per serving: 
174 cals / 12.1g fat / 16.21g carbs / 
2.9g protein

Blueberry chia pudding

02
DAY WEEK 2

TUESDAY



28 Days Vegan is available now
For more information: www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/28-Days-Vegan/Lisa-Butterworth/9781922417251
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Neuroscientist and acclaimed novelist Lisa 
Genova wants the world to understand human 
memory. In Remember: The Science of Memory and 
the Art of Forgetting, Lisa teaches the reader how 
we remember, why we forget, how to improve your 
memory, and how we can protect our memories 
for the future. 

Lisa is also the author of the bestselling novel 
Still Alice, which was subsequently made into an 
Oscar-winning film, that deals with early onset 
Alzheimer’s disease.

Q: Why did you write this book? 
I’d been talking to audiences around the world 
about Alzheimer’s and dementia for over a 
decade. During the Q&As and book signings, the 
conversation always shifted from Alzheimer’s to 
memory in general. Without exception, everyone 
was concerned. Many were afraid. Most carried 
misconceptions and a lot of confusion about what 
is normal forgetting and what is not. 

Lisa Genova on Why You Don’t Need to Worry 
About Forgetting Where Your Keys Are

Whenever I had the chance to explain to these 
folks why they forget things like names, where they 
parked their car, and whether they already took 
their vitamin today, when I describe how memory 
is created and retrieved and why we forget – not 
because of disease pathology but because of how 
our brains have evolved – I could instantly see 
the transformation. These folks now had a new 
relationship with their memory. They were relieved 
and empowered. 

But offering this kind of life-changing insight to 
a handful or even theatre full of people at a time 
wasn’t a very efficient way of disseminating this 
education. So, I set aside time from my novel-
writing gig to write this book. 

Q: What are your favourite chapters in this 
book? 
My favourite chapters have to do with 
understanding why we forget. Why do we 
experience Tip of the Tongue? Why do we walk 
into a room to get something and have no 
memory of why we came in there? Why do we go 
to the store to buy milk and return home with a 
bag full of groceries but no milk? These chapters 
are fun because these normal lapses in memory 
are so universal. We can all relate. And the 
answers are easy to comprehend and illuminating. 
I’m excited for readers to understand what’s 
behind their everyday episodes of forgetting. I 
also love the chapters on sleep and stress and 
explaining how these impact memory.



Q: What do you hope readers will gain after 
reading this book? 
This book should feel like a friendly conversation 
and not an academic lecture. I really want to help 
people understand memory – both remembering 
and forgetting – so they can improve it and protect 
it and mostly so they can relax about it. Chronically 
stressing about normal memory lapses can actually 
create a memory problem!

Once we understand memory and become familiar 
with how it functions, its incredible strengths and 
maddening weaknesses, its natural vulnerabilities 
and potential superpowers, we can both vastly 
improve our ability to remember and feel less 
rattled when we inevitably forget. We can set 
educated expectations for our memory and create 
a better relationship with it. We don’t have to fear it 
anymore. And that can be life changing. 

Q: Without giving away the whole book, why do 
we remember certain things but forget others? 
The single biggest reason why we don’t remember 
something – we didn’t pay attention to it in the 
first place. We can’t remember what we don’t pay 
attention to.

Q: If you could offer advice for keeping our 
memories safe, what would you suggest? 
In terms of getting the memory into our brains, we 
remember what we pay attention to and what is 
meaningful.

In terms of strengthening that memory to ensure 
that we can recall it later:
1. We remember what we repeat, so practice, 
rehearsing, self-testing and reminiscing all reinforce 
memory.
2. Chronic stress impairs memory, but we live 
in a continually stressful world. Meditation, yoga, 
and practices in gratitude and mindfulness help to 
counter the biological stress response and protect 
your memory from eroding due to chronic stress.

3. Sleep deprivation causes amnesia. 
Getting seven to nine hours of sleep every night 
hits the SAVE button on memories created today 
and reduces our risk of developing Alzheimer’s 
tomorrow.

Remember will be published in April 2021
For more information: 

www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/Remember/Lisa-

Genova/9781761101205

http://www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/Remember/Lisa-Genova/9781761101205
http://www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/Remember/Lisa-Genova/9781761101205


Grace Harkness was steeling herself for another 
stretch of #solosuppers.  
  At the bottom of her whitewashed stairs lay the 
flotsam of parenthood; folded footsie pyjamas, 
sippy cups, desiccated comfort bunnies, orphaned 
shoes and snack boxes with cut grapes and nut-
free bliss balls. Next to them stood a stout black 
carry-on suitcase. 
  This would be her husband Greg’s sixth trip 
in as many weeks. His boarding passes listed 
Singapore, Bangkok, Seoul, Jakarta, Manila and 
now back somewhere else entirely. It was hard 
to keep up. Thank god for ‘Find my Friends’ on 
Grace’s phone. ‘Find my spouse’ was more like it.  
  Grace tried to swallow the sudsy backwash of 
a Rennie. She’d taken it in the vain hope that 
the antacid would quell the upheaval inside. 
Somewhere in the kitchen there was a cup of tepid 
Earl Grey tea. Making tea was an act of optimism. 
Perhaps today she would get to drink it hot, she 
mused as she pulled out the sodden teabag and 
traipsed it over to the bin. 
  This wasn’t what she thought motherhood would 
taste like.  

Start Reading Now
Grace Under Pressure
Tori Haschka

NINE MONTHS EARLIER



  

  Grace was attempting to reattach the plastic head 
with craft glue while simultaneously shovelling a 
porridge-like-slurry of seeds, ancient grains 
and earnestness into Harry’s baby sister. 
Occasionally, Grace would stop to slug back a 
swampish coloured smoothie made from frozen 
spinach, pineapple, mint, banana and chia seeds 
(#drinkyourgreens!).   
  Above her head a clock ticked. 
  Grace had spent a career honing her skills in 
corporate and culinary environments where 
efficiency was prized above everything. She was a 
communications professional and a chef. She had 
three glossy cookbooks under her belt, a battery of 
aspirational clients and an Instagram following that 
made girls with pillowed upper lips at influencer 
agencies sit up straight. Grace was a woman who 
got things done.  
  Motherhood came as whiplash.  
  Her first year of parenthood passed in a manic 
haze. Grace had been so high after Harry’s birth 
that she’d signed a contract to produce a new 
cookbook before her milk had even come in. ‘How 
hard can it be?’ she thought. ‘He’ll sleep and I’ll 
work’.  
  Famous last words.
  As Grace scurried about collecting what she 
needed for the morning – containers of sliced apple, 
a zip-lock bag with spare shorts and underpants in 
it for Harry (he was well toilet trained, but the one 
day she forgets will always be the one day he has 
an accident in a supermarket) and her shopping list 
– she cast her mind back to how bullishly optimistic 
she had been in those early days and laughed.

 *
 ‘No.’ 
  They needed to have a conversation.  
  ‘I thought you were going to be here for a while,’ 
she said as she reached out for him, trying not to 
sound desperate. 
  ‘You know I have to go. I think it’s just going to 
be one more trip. I have a boss to answer to,’ he 
parried with brisk efficiency as he grabbed his 
suitcase.   
  His Uber beeped from the curb. He was already 
looking beyond her.  
  As he shut the door and strode down the 
driveway, Grace realised he hadn’t let her know 
when he was coming back. Or asked if she was 
going to be OK.  It was just assumed that she 
would be.  
  Grace would handle it. She gripped the bannister 
until her knuckles turned white. 
  ‘MUM!’ 
  ‘MUM MUM MUM MUM MUUUUUM,’ came 
the wails from the other room.  
  Breathe.  
  Grace pressed the heels of her hands to her eyes 
to steady herself, before turning to face two of her 
own tiny bosses. On her way back she collected 
four rogue Tupperware containers and returned 
them to the sink.  
  Grace looked back at where Greg’s suitcase had 
stood. She wasn’t sure if she could even make it to 
the local shops with their two children and a mere 
seven kilos of accessories in tow.  
  In their Carrara kitchen, Grace and Greg’s four-
year-old son Harry was a cauldron of fury. He 
had just discovered that his father had cleared 
away the elaborate commune he’d built for his 
superheroes. In a Hulk-esque meltdown, Harry 
tore the head off his plastic Thor and hurled him 
at the stacking sliding doors that opened onto 
the hardwood deck. He was now wailing with 
remorse, and refusing to eat any breakfast in a 
gesture of solidarity with his now-headless hero.  



  Grace was sure that modern frustration had no 
sharper point than a sleep-starved mother hissing 
at the automatic supermarket checkout that ‘there 
are no excess fucking items in the bagging area’ 
while her offspring keened beside her in a trolley. 
On any one of these excursions, one of Grace’s 
children would predictably proclaim with panicked 
zeal ‘I NEED TO DO A WEE NOW MUMMY!’ 
while the other smashed a piece of complimentary 
fruit into their cheek. It was enough to make 
Grace want to steal avocados out of spite.   
  The ability to grocery shop alone and waft 
through daily errands with nothing but time for 
contemplation were luxuries of ease that Grace 
traced in her memory like phantom limbs. That 
was life BC. Before Children. 
  ‘Why don’t you put the kids into more care? 
You’re just making a rod for your back.’ That was 
the brutally logical retort whenever Grace tried 
to illuminate her triggers. Why? Because it was 
bloody expensive, and her freelance schedule was 
capricious.  
  Because in care they got sick. The incessant fifing 
hack of bronchiolitis slipped forward 
in her memory with terrifying ease. Bronchiolitis 
wasn’t even a word she’d known how to spell 
before she had Ruby. Now she had it down pat. 
  That had been a long, hard winter.  
  Because there was no government rebate for 
nannies, and the good ones wanted more money 
an hour than Grace currently pocketed after 
tax. The burden of paying for childcare was also 
somehow assumed to be hers. Because there 
was a voice inside her head passed down from 
generations before that told her that wasn’t what 
‘good mothers’ did.

    Her theory of ‘doing it all’ held – if the baby slept. 
But Harry did not get that memo. He occasionally 
submitted to sleep, but only when he was attached 
to Grace. He was lulled into silence thanks to the 
white noise of an immersion blender, and Grace 
tried not to slosh scalding drips from her tasting 
spoon onto his peach-soft skull. She had thought 
this was as gritty as it was going to get. Then that 
lambent infant unfurled into a hurling hurricane 
just as she stepped back into the breach to nurse a 
sequel. Grace realised then that she knew next to 
nothing.  
  As Grace wrestled everyone into the car she 
realised Ruby was wearing odd shoes. She 
didn’t have the stomach for the fight; they had 
already gone three rounds over the way she’d 
cut Ruby’s toast. There were few things as 
cumbersome as soldiering through the day with 
a toddler shackled to your side. Sure, there was 
the slumping physicality of lugging a 15-kilogram 
sack of squidge, mashed banana and breakable 
bones around. But it was the capricious whims 
of a toddler’s mood that made simple tasks 
insurmountable. A lisped ‘yes’ could tumble into 
‘no’ with little logic or warning. A ‘no’ would 
occasionally escalate to a biting fit. Sometimes 
these meltdowns could be triggered by something 
as banal as the colour of a balloon. 



Ruby had punctured the protective plastic wrap 
and was transferring fistfuls of melon into her 
mouth, while Grace searched for the poppyseeds 
she needed to finish testing a recipe.  
  By this stage of parenthood, Grace had 
determined that a successful shopping trip with 
children could be measured by four criteria.  
1. How many of the intended items did you forget?  
2. How many bribes did you have to purchase? 
3. How many times did you whisper ‘for fuck’s sake’ 
under your breath? 
4. Did you physically threaten your child with a 
vegetable?   
A mark of less than ten was enough to count the 
trip as a success. 
  Today Grace’s score was fourteen. She had just 
poked Harry with a telegraph cucumber in the 
ribs to stop him from ejecting the eggplants from 
the trolley. (Harry did not enjoy eggplants. It was 
a texture thing.) She was sure she had been seen 
doing it, too.  

Grace Under Pressure will be published in 
March 2021

For more information: www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/
Grace-Under-Pressure/Tori-Haschka/9781760857318

    
  ‘Why did you even have children if you don’t 
want to spend time with them?’ was the question 
that echoed in her head. 
  Grace was trying to be good. She really was.   
  She should have aborted this morning’s shopping 
trip before it even started. But she had three 
recipes due by close of business today, and a 
virtual cooking class to prepare the collateral 
for. She needed ingredients.  Grace ached for 
the days when she could nip into the Sainsbury’s 
below their flat in London and pick up slim fillets 
of sea bass and broccolini without a backwards 
thought. Tenderstem. That’s what they called 
it there. These days, broccolini was food for 
the childless. Stout little woodlands of budget-
appeasing broccoli, that was the landscape in 
which she now dwelled. 
  Ruby sat nestled behind Harry. While she may 
have had the face of a cherub, most days she 
performed a solid impression of a banshee. The 
terrible twos had come early for Ruby (perhaps 
she was advanced). Her favourite activities were 
tipping bottles of rice milk onto the floor and 
spitting paracetamol syrup back at Grace like a 
petulant dragon. To keep her quiet, Grace placed 
a quarter of a watermelon in the infant seat next 
to her. 

https://www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/Grace-Under-Pressure/Tori-Haschka/9781760857318
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Start Reading Now 
Idiot
Laura Clery

After chewing you up and spitting you back out, New 
York makes no apologies. This was a tough pill to 
swallow for young Midwestern transplant Laura Clery, 
who would eventually go on to become the creator and 
star of the YouTube and Facebook Video sensation, 
Help Helen Smash.

With just forty dollars in her pocket and the phone 
number of a man she couldn’t quite remember, Laura 
packed her bags and set off for the Big Apple. Little did 
she know the city of lights and dreams was also filled 
with crammed apartments, grimy public restrooms, 
and a whole lot of smug strangers.

Laura Clery — the vegan yogi and comedic actress of 
today — was not always so put together. In her first-
ever book, Idiot, she recounts the tales of the broke, 
spontaneous, drug-addicted lifestyle she lived as a 
young, impulsive, self-described “idiot.”

From her questionable choices to her heartwarming 
realisations, Idiot reminds us all that even if we’ve hit 
rock bottom — or sunk ten feet below that — one day 
we will finally figure it out. Being a clueless, frantic idiot 
is all a part of the process.

I had one suitcase, one plane ticket, forty dollars 
in my pocket, and a napkin with Damon’s address 
written on it. I was off.
Here’s what I DIDN’T have: a cell phone or any kind 
of plan.

Looking back, I am now fully aware of how 
dangerous this was. This impulsive girl who hopped 
over to New York without a second thought is WAY 
DIFFERENT TODAY. Now, my idea of “dangerous” is 
binge watching Netflix until two a.m. because I might 
not get my full eight hours. (Good sleep is better 
than sex, you guys.)

But eighteen-year-old me was desperate for 
adventure. Which might just be a nice way of saying 
batshit crazy. Jury’s still out.
When I climbed off the plane at JFK Airport, I was 
basically a bright-eyed suburban girl hopping off a 
plane in the big city, carrying a big suitcase and even 
bigger dreams!
 I was ready for my musical number to start. Hello 
angry people at baggage claim! Hello strange smells 
where they shouldn’t be! Hello homeless person 
squatting on the curb! The kindness of the city was 
everywhere! A friendly-looking middle-aged man 
with an exotic accent approached me, offering to 
drive me to my destination in his unmarked taxi. 
Shucks, how lucky am I!



I enthusiastically said yes as I politely asked him to 
watch my suitcase while I used the restroom. As I 
was peeing (and probably humming show-tunes 
to myself), I looked around the bathroom stall. 
Someone had written SUCK A DICK, GEENA on 
the wall. I suddenly noticed the traces of piss on 
the floor, the highly questionable brown smear on 
the stall door. Oh God, it’s disgusting here. Oh 
God, I let a random man watch my bag. Oh my 
God, oh my God. I wiped my vag and ran out as 
fast as I could.

He was still there, bag in hand. Whew. Great! This, 
of course, was a sign that nothing bad would ever 
happen to me! I hopped into his unmarked taxi 
and read the address of my—now wrinkled and 
torn—napkin, “Twenty-Second and Ninth, please.” 
Damn, I sounded official.
When we arrived, I asked the cabbie if he would let 
me borrow his cell phone.
 I nervously called Damon.

 “Hey! I’m outside your apartment.”
I anxiously waited in the backseat and looked 
around the busy street. Was that guy Damon? 
Nope. Was . . . that guy? It suddenly hit me . . . I 
didn’t remember what the fuck he looked like. He 
was definitely white. He had black hair. Or wait, 
was he blond and it was just dark outside? And . . . 
two eyes, for sure.

A twentysomething-year-old guy with disheveled 
hair and a beautiful face ran up to the cab, in 
shock. It was as if HE couldn’t believe I’d actually 
come. And he was wearing . . . bright red lipstick. 
Umm . . . lipstick? Now I was the one who was 
shocked.
 “Laura!” he said.

He kissed my cheek, getting lipstick all over it. What 
had I gotten myself into?
We walked up four flights of seemingly never-
ending stairs, and he opened the door to the 
smallest studio apartment I had ever seen. It was 
smaller than an elementary school bathroom. No 
furniture. Just a gross twin-size mattress on the 
floor.

The studio was decorated with wine bottles, 
ashtrays, and one green light. Which looks VERY 
MENACING, I MIGHT ADD.
 I tried to diffuse my nervousness with a joke. “You 
okay? You’re looking a little . . . GREEN HA-HA!”
“What? No, I’m fine,” Damon said with concern.
“I’m talking about the light.”
“Oh, no. I’m not sick. It’s just the light.”
Right. This was going to be rough.
He picked up one of the wine bottles. “Want a 
drink?”
Oh thank God. Don’t mind if I do!

Soon enough, my drunk, naïve, Midwestern ass 
thought the green light was very, very cool; the 
apartment was cozy rather than suffocating; and 
the Frank Sinatra playing on a cassette player 
was intentionally hip rather than a random thing 
that Damon found on the street. This place was 
awesome!

Idiot by Laura Clery is available now
For more information: www.simonandschuster.com.

au/books/Idiot/Laura-Clery/9781982170554
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For many of us living in inner-city apartments with 
limited access to greenery, and even for those 
living in more suburban or rural areas, caring for 
and tending to plants in our homes is something 
we should eagerly embrace.

Growing and looking after an indoor garden is 
rewarding; a therapeutic endeavour that can 
help foster a better relationship with the natural 
world. At a time when negative human impact on 
the environment has never been more apparent, 
appreciating the value of nature and how it 
sustains us is of the utmost importance. Perhaps 
this goes some way to explaining the increasing 
popularity of indoor gardening in recent times. 
Now, more than ever, we need to reassess the way 
we live and learn how we can tread more lightly on 
our planet.

Plantopedia is an accessible and modern indoor-
plant encyclopedia that we hope will help cultivate 
this human connection to plants. We profile a 
comprehensive range of foliage plants, succulents 
and cacti, from readily available varieties to rarer 
unicorns that will appeal to everyone from novice 
gardeners to horticultural experts.

We look at each genus before deep-diving into 
individual species, to inspire you to either start 
or expand your own plant collection. All plants 
are, of course, naturally outdoor organisms, and 
when we refer to houseplants we are speaking of 
those that enjoy the conditions provided by being 
inside our living and working spaces. Thankfully 
for us, there are many foliage and succulent 
varieties that live happily indoors, from aroids, 
ferns and begonias to Rhipsalis and Euphorbia. 
When caring for plants, it’s best to try to mimic 
their natural environment, so it is important 
to understand where they originate, as well as 
how they grow in the wild. The key to success is 
to choose plant varieties that are best suited to 
the specific conditions in your space. Once you 
know what you’re dealing with, you are in a good 
position to select species that will thrive.

Connecting With Plants 
The benefits in our increasingly urban 
lives are not to be overlooked.



For ease of use we have created a detailed key 
that covers all the essentials: care level, light, 
water, soil, humidity, propagation, growth habit, 
positioning and toxicity. We troubleshoot any 
plant issues you might come across and discuss 
common pests and diseases that can invade your 
collection. Armed with this knowledge, you will 
be able to manage and understand your plants’ 
life cycles and their beautiful imperfections. Up 
the back, a plant care index makes navigating the 
plant profiles a breeze and a stunning visual index 
groups plants based on their care requirements so 
you can easily pick and choose the right plants for 
you and the space you live in. We’ve also included 
a helpful glossary to refer to if there are any terms 
you’re unsure of as you make your way through the 
book.

With access to the collections of some incredibly 
passionate plant people, we have been able to 
photograph most of the plants profiled in this 
book. These striking portraits illustrate the myriad 
shapes, textures, colours and beauty of the indoor 
plant world. While this book is by no means 
exhaustive, it’s a comprehensive guide for indoor 
gardeners of all levels. We hope it will educate 
and inspire you to nurture your own indoor oasis 
and perhaps grow your collection. We encourage 
you to share your plants with our Leaf Supply 
community by tagging @leaf_supply and using 
the hashtag #plantopedia so we can share in your 
plant pursuits. Now go forth and garden!

Extracted from Plantopedia by Lauren Camilleri and Sophia 
Kaplan of Leaf Supply. 

Published by Smith Street Books.
Fore more information: www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/

Plantopedia/Lauren-Camilleri/9781925811773 
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My office has – I’ll be generous here  –  an 
eclectic decor.  The walls, shelves, and 
countertops are filled with items both serious 
and whimsical.  Some are mementos from 
my time as a university professor and forensic 
anthropologist.  Some are souvenirs from my 
career as author of the Temperance Brennan 
novels and producer of the television series, 
Bones.  Some are there just for fun.  All are 
personal.  While it’s hard to pick only five, these 
photos should give a feel for the place.

Hanging on the wall above my desk, along with 
my framed MA and PhD degrees, is a document 
indicating my certification by the American 
Board of Forensic Anthropology.  Back in the 
day, when I achieved this qualification, there 
were only a handful of us.  (If you look closely 
you can see that my certificate is number 36.)  
The exams, both practical and written, were 
really hard!

Stretched across one bookshelf is a small 
collection of items from my Hollywood days:  
A canvas sleeve from a director’s chair that 
appeared whenever I was present on set or on 
location for Bones. The invitation to our final 
wrap party after an incredible twelve season run.  

  

A card that came with a gift from Emily 
Deschanel.  A prop from the Jeffersonian forensic 
platform, a medical beaker.  A photo of myself 
with Billy Gibbons (Yes! ZZ Top) and the show’s 
executive producers, Barry Josephson and Hart 
Hanson. 

Standing across the room, looking straight my 
way, is a five-foot-tall fibreglass giraffe name 
Roxanna.  I first saw Roxanna at a rental home in 
St Martin in the Caribbean and knew I had to have 
her.  Though the artist’s name was completely 
rusted away by salt air, I tracked him down online.  
Toms Drag.  I then found a gallery in Spain that 
would ship to my home in North Carolina.  Months 
later, the sculpture arrived, to my relief, in perfect 
condition.  With her bling earrings and necklace, 
shiny gold boots, and long curly lashes, Roxanna 
never fails to make me smile.  (Though I definitely 
do NOT approve of her smoking.)
 

Kathy Reichs: 
Five Things in
My Office



In 2012, I was invited to the UK to attend the 
crime thriller awards dinner for the Crime Writers’ 
Association.  I knew I’d been nominated for a 
Bestseller Dagger that year.  To my shock, I won.  
To my greater shock, I was also inducted into 
The Crime Writers’ Association International 
Hall of Fame.  I had no idea that honour was 
coming.  Two trophies.  Two trips to the stage.  No 
acceptance speech.  All televised.  Oh, boy.

Approximately twelve years ago, a cat strolled 
into my home while I was out of town and my adult 
children were hosting a party.  When the gathering 
broke up, my son reminded those leaving not to 
forget their pet.  The guests all thought the cat 
was his, he thought it was theirs.  The cat, the 
scrawniest I’d ever seen, was more than content 
with his new digs.  We called him Skinny.  He is 
still with us.  Each day as I write Skinny sleeps on 
my desk, usually choosing to place himself on the 
papers or reference materials I need most. 

The Bone Collector is available 21 April
For more information: www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/

The-Bone-Code/Kathy-Reichs/A-Temperance-Brennan-
Novel/9781760858582

A Conspiracy of Bones is available now
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If you’re a fan of Vince Flynn or Lee Child, Jack Carr 
is your new go-to guy for addictive, action-packed 
reading. Jack’s debut novel The Terminal List is in 
production as a TV series starring Chris Pratt, and 
True Believer, the sequel following former Navy 
SEAL Sniper James Reece, is out now! 

Here Jack tells us about drawing on his experience 
in the military to write his explosive novels and 
how True Believer landed him in hot water with the 
White House. 

Q: You spent 20 years serving in the US military. 
What led you to join the Navy and what were some 
of the most notable experiences you had during 
your time as a Navy SEAL?
I always knew I wanted to serve my country in 
uniform. There was never even a question about 
that. It was a calling. I also wanted to test myself 
in the toughest military training I could find. I 
learned a lot in Afghanistan 2003 and was able 
to apply and build on that experience in follow-on 
deployments to Iraq in 2004, 2005 and 2006. The 
campaign to re-take the city of Najaf in the summer 
of 2004 was a standout time in my memory. I took 
the emotions and feelings associated with much of 
that experience and applied them to the pages of 
The Terminal List. 

Q: Most Australian readers are only just being 
introduced to your hero, James Reece, with the 
release of The Terminal List, but you’ve written 
four James Reece thrillers. How would you 
describe him as a character?
I am writing the fourth book, The Devil’s Hand, now. 
It will hit shelves in April 2021. James Reece is a 
former Navy SEAL Sniper who becomes an officer 
and is at that stage in his time in uniform when he’s 
decided to leave that life behind and take care of 
his family. That is the stage I was in when I started 
writing. James Reece is someone you’d want to 
have a beer with but who can flip the switch and 
get the job done. He has the training, experience, 
drive, determination, and grit to deliver justice on 
his terms.

Jack Carr On 
Writing Thrillers



Q: What do you think are the main aspects of an 
authentic, unputdownable thriller?
I’ve been a student of the genre my entire life 
and know that different aspects of the thriller 
will appeal to different people. There are some 
common characteristics that every thriller has, 
the first being that every chapter has to leave 
the reader wanting more, wanting to go on 
to that next chapter. There needs to be some 
misdirection, oftentimes related to a conspiracy. 
A twist the reader did not see coming makes it 
fun especially when they go back and say, ‘I can’t 
believe I missed that!’ The two most important 
aspects of any novel, not just a thriller, for me as 
a reader is that the protagonist is likable and that 
the story has heart. Just like in real life, readers 
don’t want to spend time with someone they don’t 
like and respect. 

The Terminal List and True Believer by 
Jack Carr are out now

For more information: www.simonandschuster.com.au/authors/
Jack-Carr/2141898063

Q: You mother was a librarian, so you must have 
had an upbringing surrounded by books – what 
stories were you drawn to as a kid?
By the time I was ten, I was reading the same 
books as my parents. I was naturally drawn to 
books with characters who had backgrounds 
I wanted to have in real life one day, so I read 
everything I could by David Morrell, Nelson 
DeMille, Stephen Hunter, Marc Olden, A.J. 
Quinnell, J.C. Pollock, Louis L’Amour, and Tom 
Clancy. I have such wonderful memories of 
reading those authors growing up and always 
knew I’d one day follow in their footsteps. 

Q: We’re used to political non-fiction titles 
getting caught up in legal challenges from the 
White House, but your second thriller True 
Believer was also delayed for months by the 
Department of Defense. Why was it delayed, and 
what kind of information had to be redacted from 
the book?
All three novels went through the Department of 
Defense review process. Their ‘30-day review’ 
was close to seven months with both True Believer 
and Savage Son. We had to delay the release of 
True Believer from April to July in 2019. Everything 
they took out can be found in publicly available 
government documents that no right-minded 
person would believe to be sensitive in any way. 
In dealing with the government one should not 
expect common sense to be part of the equation. 

https://www.simonandschuster.com.au/authors/Jack-Carr/2141898063
https://www.simonandschuster.com.au/authors/Jack-Carr/2141898063


When a trip to meet his new girlfriend’s 
grandparents ends in disaster (think a crashed 
ute, an angry wasp and a cranky farmer with a 
shotgun), Thomas Mitchell knows one thing for 
sure: bad days make for great stories.

Deep down we’re addicted to the downfall of our 
fellow humans, and if there was ever a point in 
history when we needed a laugh, it’s now.

With that mission in mind, Thomas Mitchell 
convinced a bunch of people to share their most 
glorious screw-ups of all time. The result is Today 
I F****D Up: a collection of true tales that are 
equal parts hilarious and horrifying. 

The following excerpt is from the first chapter of 
Today I F****d Up, Where Does Grandad Keep 
His Guns? 

And just like that, he was gone. Before I could 
even admit to the very thing I was told never to 
admit – I can’t drive! – Ian tractored off into the 
distance.

The panic was real. Unsure what to do, I hopped 
into the ute, hoping that a hidden talent might 
emerge, like those people who awake from a 
coma speaking fluent French.

I scanned the backseat, looking for … what? 
An instruction manual, a Dummies’ Guide, a 
cyanide pill. No luck on any front, but there was 
a shotgun resting casually behind the passenger 
seat just to make the entire experience more 
intimidating. It felt very much like I was 
chauffeuring my own murder weapon.

While I was undeniably car-illiterate, I had 
forced my mother into a few stressful driving 
lessons when I first got my learner’s permit. ‘It’s 
not for you, Thomas,’ she had said, passive-
aggressively gripping the dashboard. ‘And it’s 
certainly not for me.’

But I must have retained something from our few 
trips because eventually muscle memory kicked 
in. I tried the key and gave it a little gas, but 
all it produced was a horrible gurgling sound. 
I continued this tactic, praying the car would 
catch flames and then I’d never have to explain 
myself.

The noise inside the ute was matched by another 
noise – the tractor starting up. Ian was heading 
back my way. Oh, dear. 
Turning to a foolproof method that had served 
me well in the past, I pulled my phone out. There 
is a YouTube tutorial for everything and if I could 
just … no signal. No reception. Not a single bar.

Start Reading Now 
Today I F****d Up
Thomas Mitchell



Ian pulled up alongside me and I wound down 
the window. From the outside, it probably 
looked like two friendly neighbours stopping to 
exchange pleasantries.
‘What the fuck is wrong with you?’ barked Ian, 
breaking the illusion.
‘You’re stalling it. You need to release the clutch. 
Have you got it in the right gear, mate?’
All of the above meant very little to me, but 
by now I was sweating profusely and feeling 
increasingly nervous.
‘You’re crunching the gearbox! You’re going to 
fuck my ute!’
The increasing violence in Ian’s voice seemed 
to spur something on in both the ute and 
I, miraculously we conjured up the right 
combination of foot, pedals and gear moves. 
The ute sprang to life once more.
‘Finally! Now kill the motor and wait for me, I’ll 
lead the way,’ instructed Ian.
Killing the motor was absolutely off the table. 
Getting this to start was a one-time deal and 
there was little chance of it happening ever 
again.
‘You follow me back,’ I yelled out the window, 
aware that this was the kind of statement I 
would pay for later.
If I had known then what I know now, I probably 
would’ve just kept driving, steered the ute 
through an open gate and onto the highway. 
Never look back, Thomas, it’s just you and the 
open road and a loaded shotgun. But at the 
time, I figured it was best to do as I was told.

As I neared the house, I recalled that Ian had 
instructed me not to worry about parking inside 
the shed: ‘Just leave her outside.’
Hoping to win him over, I decided to go above 
and beyond. I eased the ute perfectly into 
position inside the shed, triumphantly bringing 
my lead foot down on the brake.
I had always rolled my eyes when people 
describe things as ‘happening in slow motion’. 
In reality, everything happens in regular time; 
it’s only when you replay it in your head that 
it seems to slow down. But, as the ute lurched 
forward and I found myself sailing through the 
air, I finally understood what they meant. The 
back wall crumbled under the force of the crash 
and the ute came to a stop half-in, half-out.
At the time I had no idea what was happening 
though I would later learn I had committed 
a cardinal manual-drive sin. Braking without 
either pushing on the clutch or putting the 
vehicle into neutral causes it to jump forward, 
taking with it your hopes and dreams. Or in this 
case, the entire back wall of Ian’s shed.

Today I F****d Up by Thomas Mitchell will be 
published in March 2021

For more information: www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/
Today-I-F****d-Up/Thomas-Mitchell/9781760859039
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Easy
Gluten-free
Less than 30 mins
Serves 4

1kg pork belly, cut into 1cm strips
125ml (½ cup) light soy sauce
60ml (¼ cup) lime juice
60ml (¼ cup) white vinegar
55g (¼ cup) brown sugar
6 garlic cloves, finely minced
½ tsp ground black pepper
125ml (½ cup) water
60ml (¼ cup) tomato sauce (check gluten-free, 
if required)
60ml (¼ cup) vegetable oil
mint leaves, to serve

Quick Barbecued 
Pork Belly with Spiced 
Vinegar by Adam Liaw

Spiced vinegar
60ml (¼ cup) white vinegar
2 tbsp lime juice
½ small red onion, finely minced
2 garlic cloves, finely minced
2 bird’s eye chillies, finely sliced
¼ tsp salt
½ tsp light soy sauce
½ tsp sugar



1. Place the pork belly strips in a large press-
seal bag with the soy sauce, lime juice, vinegar, 
brown sugar, garlic, pepper, and water. Mix well 
and refrigerate overnight.
2. Remove the pork belly from the bag and 
transfer the reserved marinade to a small 
saucepan. Bring to the boil and cook for 1 
minute. Remove from the heat and mix in the 
tomato sauce and vegetable oil.
3. For the spiced vinegar, combine all the 
ingredients in a non-reactive bowl or jar and 
mix well to dissolve the salt and sugar. Allow to 
stand for at least 15 minutes before serving.
4. Heat a barbecue grill or frypan over medium 
heat and grill the pork belly for about 2 minutes 
on each side. Baste with the marinade mixture 
and grill for a further 2–3 minutes or until darkly 
caramelised. Top with mint leaves and serve with 
the spiced vinegar.

Extract from Good Food New Classics, edited by Ardyn 
Bernoth

Photography © William Meppem, Food stylist © 
Hannah Meppem 

For more information:
www.simonandschuster.com.au/books/Good-Food-New-

Classics/Ardyn-Bernoth/9781760855802
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Happy 
Reading!
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